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Can you walk up a wall? trees. They have long legs trees. More often thev are 
Can you change color? Or and toes. On their toes are found among shrubs and low 
jump many times your height? | sticky round pads that help plants. Some, like the burrow- 

Probably not, and neither them cling to twigs and bark. ing tree frog, even live on or 
can 1. But there are some These pads also make it easy under the ground. 
amazing little critters, the tree for them to climb up a wall or Like all froas, tree frogs 
frogs. that do all these things even a glass window. have long, strong legs for 
and more. However, only a few of the climbing and jumping. For 

Tree frogs, as you might many kinds of North Amer- their size they can out-jump 
quess, are well fitted to live in ican tree frogs live high in the you and me anytime. А baby 

tree frog only half an inch (13 
iimbing on 01055 is a snap with eighteen sticky foe pads. mm) long can jump over five 


times its length straight up in 
the air. When the frog is bigger, 
it will be able to leap even 
higher — over 20 times its 
length! 

Tree frogs are also well 
known for the way they сап 
change color. A change in 
light or in temperature or in 
their mood can cause them to 
change color. 

One quick-change artist 
is the Pacific tree frog. This 
common froa of the Western 
states can show all its colors 
within eight to ten minutes. 
Right before your eyes it 
may change from a dark 
green to a boldly spotted gray 
to a pale yellow — and then to 
dark green again! 

Just as quick to change 
“costumes” is the squirrel tree 
frog of the Southeastern United 
States. This tree frog shows 
more colors and patterns 
than any of the others. 

The aray tree frog of the 
Eastern states can also 
change color easily. But it 
takes a little longer, about an 
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Photos by James H. Carmichael, Jr/Bruce Coleman, Inc. (3); Robert با‎ Dunne (4,57), Dwight R, Kuhn 





hour ог so. This Нод is verv 
good at matching its skin to its 
background. Whether it is on 
a patch of green moss, on the 
trunk of a white birch tree, or 
in the crack of a busy swim- 
ming pool — you will have to 
look long and hard to catch 
sight of this creature. 

Not only can a tree frog 
change its colors, it can also 
change its skin! As a tree frog 
grows, its old skin gets too 
tight. Every so often it must 
be replaced with a larger size. 

The green tree frog is said 
to shed its skin more often 
than most. And like all frogs, it 
is good at recycling. Rather 
than throw away its old skin, 
the green tree frog eats it. 


Please turn the page 
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The green tree frog also 
qoes bv the name ol! 
“bellfrog” or “cowbell frog.” 
That's because from a dis- 
tance the та!е 5 mating call 
sounds like a ringing bell. 

Each kind of tree frog has 
its own special mating call. 
One tree frog sometimes 
barks like a dog. It is called — 
you guessed it — the barking 
tree frog. The bird-voiced tree 

| frog, on the other hand, whis- 
ЕУ. ۱ Нез wit, wit, wit like a bird. 
And the squirrel tree frog 
sounds almost exactly like an 
angry squirrel. 

Then there’s the canyon 
tree frog which goes ba-a-a-a 
like a lamb. The little grass 
frog has a tinkling, insectlike 
call. There’s even a frog that 
sputters like an old car just 


A spring peeper sings for а mate that’s a half mile away. Below, 
Pacific tree frogs have фе singing "EN ve found their mates! 
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getting started — the Mexican 
tree frog. It lives in southern 
Texas and Mexico. 

One of the most commonly 
heard tree frogs is the spring 
peeper. It has a high-pitched 
whistle you can hear a half 
mile (800 т) away. It appears 
in late winter in the South and 
in early spring in the North. 
When many peepers sing 
in a chorus, they sound 
almost like jinaling bells. 

Tree trogs also differ in size. 
The smallest tree frog is the 
little arass frog. This tiny 
creature is about the size of a 
thumbnail. It's the smallest 
frog in North America, and 
one of the smallest ones 
in the world. 

Most tree frogs are a bit 
larger, such as the nickel-sized 
spring peeper. The laraest of 
our tree frogs is the Cuban 
tree frog. It can arow as big as 
a person's hand. This frog is a 
newcomer to our country. It 
came to Florida from Cuba 
and the Bahamas, perhaps on 
a cargo ship. Please turn the page 


The biggest and the small- 
est — a Cuban tree frog 
and a little grass frog 
(both shown actual size). 





Most tree frogs are wary common. But one of our Georgia and Florida. They 
and hard to catch. But some most beautiful tree frogs, the decorate the water plants like 
gray tree frogs will sit quietly Pine Barrens tree frog, is very living jewels. They are truly 
and take food right from rare. Some live in the bogs rare and beautiful treasures. 
your hand. and swamps of the New We can protect them only by 

Luckily, some of our most Jersey Pine Barrens. A few saving the wetlands where 
interesting tree frogs are very others live in North Carolina, they live. The End 


Some tree frogs are common, but not this one. The Pine Barrens tree frog is a rare Treasure 
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by Janet Halfmann 

When the sun goes down and the air 
turns cool and damp, most of us go inside. 
Soon we are thinking about getting ready 
for bed. But for many animals, it’s time to 
wake up. They come out of caves, bur- 
rows, treehole nests and many other day- 
time hiding places. It's time for them to 
find food and mates under the light о the 
moon and stars. 

The nighttime creatures most of us 
know best are insects. Moths circle 
around street and porch lights. Female 





mosquitoes leave their daytime hiding 
places in bushes and grass and pester us 
until we go inside. Male crickets scrape 
their front wings together and chirp their 
“violin” songs to the females. Fireflies sig- 
nal to each other with their winking lights. 
At night the insects are safe from many of 
their bird enemies, which are asleep in the 
tree branches. 

But the insects aren't safe from bats. 
Тһе bats have hung quietly upside down 


all day in caves, attics and under the eaves 
Please turn the page 








of buildings. Ву sunset they are hungry. 
Soon they zigzag through the night find- 
ing insects by listening to echoes of 
their own voices. 

An insect-eating bat sends out short, 
high-pitched chirps as it flies through the 
dark. Echoes of these chirps bounce ой 
objects in the bat's path. By listening to 
these echoes with its large ears, the bat is 
able to zero in on its prey. It catches an in- 
sect about every eight seconds. No won- 
der that it often has to turn somersaults, 
bank sharply and make steep dives! 

Some moths can hear the bat's high- 
pitched sounds even though we can't. 
They fold their wings and drop in a spiral 
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to the ground. Or they change direction т 
mid-air when they hear the bat's chirps. 
Other moths таке high-pitched sounds of 
their own that confuse the bat. 

Мапу night animals besides the bat 
have larqe outer ears. When we want to 
hear better, we often cup one hand behind 
an ear and aim it toward the sound. Many 
animals can move their ears. A deer can 
move each ear separately to listen in two 
directions at once. Or, by turning its ears 
until a sound is loudest, a deer can tell 
where the sound is coming from without 
turning its head. This is very useful for 
avoiding danger т the dark. 

Мапу night animals have good eyesight 
as well as good hearing. Often their eyes 
are very larqe, which allows as much light 
as possible to enter. The special way their 
eyes are built makes the best use of this 
liqht. The owl has such large bell-shaped 
eyeballs that there is no room left in its 
head for them to move. But the owl can 
turn its head almost completely around 
without moving its body. 

Members of the cat family hunt at night 
mostly by sight. But many other animals 
depend more on the sense of smell. Be- 
fore the badger ventures out into the night, 
it pokes only its long snout from its tunnel. 
It sniffs first т one direction and then т 
the other. 

Night animals often sniff the air, not only 
to discover enemies but to find mates and 
food. The dampness of the night air helps 
the sense of smell work better. 

Animals that rely on smell often have 
long snouts. And one night animal has a 
long bill — with nostrils at the tip. It's the 
kiwi, a larqe flightless bird of New Zealand. 
The kiwi leaves its burrow to feed on 
grubs and earthworms. The kiwi pushes 
its long bill into the earth where it can find 
its prey by the odor. 


The kiwi may also use its long bill and 
the bristles on its face to feel its way 
around the forest. We sometimes use our 
outstretched arms and moving hands in 
much the same way to move about and 
find things in the dark. 

Many other night animals have special 
organs of touch. The nighthawk has 
bristlelike feathers surrounding its beak. 
These may feel insects close by and help 
the bird catch them on the wing. Rac- 
coons use their fingers to find crayfish at 
night beneath stones in shallow streams 
and ponds. The long whiskers of the 
desert jerboa keep in touch with the 
ground as it hops like a kangaroo across 
the sand. 

Night animals also rely on a “sixth 
sense” to find their way about in the dark. 
А white-footed mouse. for example, “ге- 
members” how many hops it takes to the 
tasty berries; or how wide the ditch is 
across the path; or how many turns this 
way and that to qet to its nest. We know 
where to find a light switch or a door knob 
in the dark. But we aren't ready to run 
through the woods making sharp turns 
this way and that! 

The white-footed mouse is like all the 
other animals that wake up at night. It has 
special senses that help it survive in a 
world with little light. And when we wake 
up in the morning, the mouse and the rest 
of the night shift will once again Бе sound 
asleep. The End 








it up and claim the deposit. And thats how you 
can get cash for other peoples trash. 


Sheep for Supper? No way! Years ago 
coyotes in the West were eating their usual 
prey — rabbits, gophers, rats and mice. Then 
people brought sheep to coyote country. 
These tasty, tender and slow-moving animals 
were just too tempting for some coyotes. The 
coyotes became sheep-eaters and the ran- 
chers quickly declared war on them. 

The ranchers tried to get rid of the trouble- 





From Trash to Cash. Tired of picking up a lot makers by shooting them. But the coyotes 
of cans and bottles for just a teeny bit of were too smart to sit around and be easy ۱ 
money? Well, Пер is оп the way. 50 far seven targets. The ranchers tried traps and poisons, | 
states — Oregon, Vermont, Maine, Michigan, but those killed many other animals besides 
Connecticut, lowa and Delaware —have just coyotes. 
passed deposit laws. Now there may be other ways to end the 
These laws make people pay small rancher-coyote war — good old fences and 
amounts of money, ordeposits, on beer or soft guard dogs. 
drink containers they buy. To get the deposits Half the sheep in the United States live be- 
back, the people must return the containers to hind fences. But tricky coyotes find ways 
the store. under, over or through them. To try to solve 
This cuts way back on litter, makes jobs and the problem, scientists have built special 
saves energy. Even if some careless person electric fences. They say not a single coyote 
does throw away a container, anyone can pick has reached sheep protected by these 


fences. (The wildlife to worry about now are 
pronghorns. They too may find it impossible to 
get past the fences and may be unable to 
migrate to new feeding grounds.) 

The other half of the sheep in the United 
States live on open range. Here scientists are | 
working with huge guard dogs called Komon- | 
dors. These 120-pound (54-kg), shaggy-haired 

| dogs меге bred іп Hungary їо protect livestock 
SAT ý, from wolves. In one test a dog scared the 


> = ۱ YY ka: | ۱ , 
۱ 4337 DOD SN ia wits out of a caged coyote just by walking past 
M Ж E. 74 DSS ك‎ it. So scientists believe the dogs will have no | 


Drawings by Bill Barron 
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ye š ` trouble roaming the range with sheep, scaring 
о Фа а 8 —— ой any coyotes foolish enough to come close. 
7 ates QUI ۱ Right now the fences and dogs are still 
being tested. But if they work as well as 
hoped, they'll make everyone happy — sheep 
lovers and coyote lovers alike! 




















by Artie Eccleston, Age 7 

The gates opened! | could hardly wait to get inside. 
Lots of other kids and their parents were pouring in 
too. We were all heading for the Nature Club Festival 
at Kings Dominion, an amusement park near 
Richmond, Virginia. 

I'm a member of the Kings Dominion Ranger Rick 
Nature Club. So are over 1000 other kids. | joined last 
spring and | really like it. 

Last October all the nature club members were in- 
vited to a big all-day nature festival at the park. 
Hundreds of kids came. The place was buzzing 
with people. 

The entire Ranger Rick magazine staff came 
from Washington, D.C., to help with 
the games, nature crafts and displays. 

Best of all, Ranger Rick 
himself came too! 

First | tried a game called 
"Heads and Tails." You had 
to match several animals 
skulls with their tails. It was 
hard and | missed quite a ^ 
few. Some kids got all of them 
right and won prizes. 

Next | went to the craft 
tables. | made a bird feeder 
from an old plastic bottle and 
an animal mask from a 
plastic milk jug. 

When | had decorated my 
mask, we all watched a live 
reptile show. Mr. Michael 
Shwedick was running it. He 
had a huge strong python, a 
green iguana named lggy and 
a yellow-footed tortoise 
named Myra. | smiled at 
Wally, his American alligator. 


Please turn rhe page 
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Photos by Robert L. Dunne (р. 13); Gerry Bishop, Kings Dominion 





At Kings Dominion Ranger Rick Nature Festival we saw a lot, 
did a lot and learned a lot. But most of all we had a lot of fun. 
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And do you know what? It 
looked as if Wally smiled 
back! | even saw a live cobra 
rise up out of its basket. It was 
scary even from where | was 
sitting. 

When the show was over 
Ranger Rick himself ap- 
peared. What a surprise! 
Imagine meeting Ranger Rick 
person to person — mean 
raccoon to person! Rick drew 
names out of a hat and lots of 
kids won prizes. | won a 
Ranger Rick T-shirt. | stuffed it 
in the Nature Festival knap- 
sack the people at Kings 
Dominion gave me. There 
was just enough room for all 
the things | had made and 
collected. 

After lunch | looked at the 
wildlife exhibits. Later on, 
aroups of us went to see the 
park's animal hospital. We 
also saw some baby swans, 
two giraffes and a llama from 
the wild animal park at Kings 
Dominion. 

After | watched a wildlife 
movie it was time to go home. 
Га had so much fun and saw 
so many different things, | 
wish we could have a nature 
festival every month! 


Ciub Members and Leaders: 

The next Kings Dominion 
Ranger Rick Nature Festival 
will be held on Saturday, 
October 6, 1979. 

If you live near or are visit- 
ing the Richmond area, be 
sure to come to the festival. 

R.R. 


ТНЕРАТ INNKEEPER 





by Joyce Woll 

Just off the coast of California, Freddie 
the Fat Innkeeper runs a kind of ocean 
hotel. Freddie built the “hotel” and he 
keeps his guests well supplied with food. 
But his guests never pay any bills! 

Freddie is a tube worm. Sometimes 
he's called a “weenie worm” because he 
looks a lot like a 12-inch (30-cm) sau- 
sage. The earthworms in your back- 
yard are Freddie's distant cousins. 

Earthworms need air as people do. Sea 
worms such as Freddie can live under- 
_ water like fish. Fat Freddie lives in the 
shallow water off the Pacific beaches. In 


the mud he digs a burrow shaped like a U. 


The burrow is Freddie's home. It's also 
the home of a small group of other sea 
animals. This burrow hotel doesn't have 
rooms, but it does have a front door and 
a back door — the tips of the U. 

Freddie never has to leave his burrow 
to get something to eat. The ocean de- 
livers food right to the front door for 
Freddie and his guests. All Freddie has to 
do is collect it. How’? With a special Fat 
Innkeeper food funnel. Like a spider that 
makes a web of silk, a tube worm makes 


a funnel-shaped net of sticky mucus. 
Freddie brings his mouth up to the front 
door and starts making his food funnel. 
He anchors the sticky funnel around the 
front door and pushes it out a little. 
Then he starts to wiggle. 

As Freddie waves and wiggles he pulls 
water in through the front door and 
pushes it out the back door. Little pieces 
of food floating in the water get stuck in 
the food funnel. When he has caught 
enough food, Freddie swallows the net of 
mucus and everything in it. 

Sometimes the pieces of food that float 
in are too big to stick in the net. Or 
sometimes the funnel gets so full that 
small pieces escape. That means there's 
always plenty of loose food floating 
through the burrow hotel. This food 
doesn't go to waste, because Freddie the 
Fat Innkeeper's guests are always hungry 
and ready to eat. 

One of Freddie's well-fed guests is a 
tiny fish called a goby. А goby is just 
about as long as your thumb and very 
skinny. It's the color of mud or sand and 
hard to see. Gobies are very timid. They 


Please turn the page 
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use Fat ІппКеерет hotels for hiding. Did 
you ever think a fish might hide in a 
worm's burrow? 

When a guest goby grabs a piece of 
food that's too big to eat, itll take the 
food to one of Freddie’s other guests — 
the tiny pea crab. The pea crab has 
strong claws that can tear apart the big 
piece of food. Of course, the pea crab will 
eat what it can. But in the meantime 
the goby is eating too. 

There are other guests that live in 
Freddie the Fat Innkeeper's ocean hotel. 
One is a very small sea worm called a 


Drawing by Arabelle Wheatley 
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scale worm. You can see from its scaly 
looks how it got its name. This tiny 
worm always manages to float right 
around Freddie's "waist." 

The last guest is a small clam that 
buries itself in the wall of Freddie's bur- 
row. This clam, which is called a false 
mya, just sticks a food-gathering tube 
into the burrow. Then it sucks up the 
food that drifts past as Freddie wiggles 
and squirms. 

At Freddie the Fat Innkeeper's hotel, all 
kinds of guests get food and lodging. 

But no one pays any bills! The End 








Бу Marguerite Jensen 

In the half-light of dusk, a 
tarantula picked her way over 
the desert sands. The large, 
hairy spider searched small 
holes, cracks in rocks and un- 
derneath plants. She was 
looking for a large insect to 
eat. But not one beetle or sow- 
bug could she find. 
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The wasp feels the tarantula with her antennae, to make sure it's the и! кїпа jot victim. . . . It ist 


Then, under a clump of 
sagebrush, something 
touched her hairy legs. It 
didn't matter that the taran- 
tula could barely see. The 
slightest touch on her leg 
hairs was enough to send her 
Anto action. 

Pounce! In one quick move 
she seized a beetle in her 
powerful fangs. It struggled, 
but there was no escape. The 
tarantula was too big and too 
strong. She pumped a poison 
through her fangs. In seconds 
the beetle was dead. 

Crunch — she crushed its 
shell-like covering. At last the 
tarantula fed, sucking the 
fluids from the beetles body. 


Not far away a female hunt- 


ing wasp was also searching. 


Her shiny blue body and 
orange wings marked her as 
one of the largest kinds of 
hunting wasps — a tarantula 
hawk. She was hunting, or 
“hawking,” for a special place 
to lay her egg. The egg would 
hatch into a white, wormlike 
larva that would need a spe- 
cial food. That special food 
was tarantula meat. 

The wasp came closer. 

The tarantula had no idea that 
such a dangerous enemy was 
near. She was still busy eat- 
ing the beetle. Suddenly the 
wasp spotted her. 

A tarantula! And out in the 
open — what luck for the 
wasp! Trying to attack a taran- 
tula in its burrow would have 
been a lot harder. The taran- 


tula hawk closed in. 

As soon as the tarantula felt 
the touch of the wasps an- 
tennae, she turned to defend 
herself. The tarantula rose on 
her hind legs and lifted her 
head. She showed the wasp 
that her fangs were ready to 
strike. Pointing downward like 
tiny walrus tusks, those fangs 
were a scary sight! 

But the wasp showed no 
fear. Whenever a female 
tarantula hawk's antennae 
pick up the scent of the right 
kind of spider, she attacks. 
And this was the right kind! 

The wasp grabbed one of 
the tarantula's legs with her 
jaws. The wasps abdomen 
curved underneath her, with 
the stinger at its tip ready. The 
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Can the tarantula "us suy? Or will the wasp Иш! һег victim? 


tarantula tried to break away. 
When she couldnt she struck 
with her fangs. But they just 
slid off the wasps smooth, 
hard body. 

Locked together, the two 
females rolled over and over, 


_ each trying to deliver a deadly 


bite or sting. Once the wasp 
flipped the tarantula over, ex- 
posing her soft belly. But 
somehow the tarantula man- 
aged to squirm and twist 
away. She tried to scuttle to- 
ward the safety of her home. 
But before the tarantula 
could reach the silk-rimmed 
opening of her burrow, the 
wasp caught up with her. 
Again the wasp clamped 
down on one of the tarantulas 
legs. The tarantula fought 


hard, but the wasp held on. 

Over sticks, stones and 
ridges of sand they went. Fi- 
nally the tarantula broke away 
again. Her fangs snapped off 
one of the wasps legs. Now 
the tarantula almost had the 
wasp. All it would take was 
one well-placed bite. 

But before the tarantula 
could get into position, the 
wasp stung her. The wasp in- 
jected her poison where the 
tarantulas leg was joined to 
the body. The tarantula went 
limp. She was still alive, but 
she couldn't move: She was 
paralyzed (PAR-uh-lyzed). 

The wasp now began pull- 
ing and tugging the tarantu- 
las body. It was much heavier 
than the wasp. But the wasp 


Photos by Lois & George Cox (177); Edward S. Ross 


kept inching her victim along 
to the webbed entrance of the 
tarantula's burrow in the sand. 

Next the wasp pushed and 
pulled to get the tarantula into 
position — body first, limp 
legs to follow. Then the wasp 
backed down the burrow, 
dragging her victim. In the 
tarantulas den, the wasp 
scraped the hairs off a spot on 
the tarantula’s belly. On this 
bare spot the wasp laid her 
eag. She glued it in place with 
a sticky liquid from her body. 

Then the tarantula hawk 
sealed the tarantula and the 
egg in the burrow. The wasp 
carried grains of sand in her 
jaws and pushed them down 
behind her. When the burrow 
was filled the wasp covered 
the entrance. After smoothing 
away any trace of the burrows 
entrance, she flew away. Now 
the eag the wasp had left 
behind would be safe from 
prowlers. And once the egg 
hatched, the wasps larva 
would have plenty of food. 

In the dark silence of the 
tarantula's burrow, the larva 
would begin to feed on the 
tarantula's body. The tarantula 
would still be alive for a while. 
But she could no longer feel 
a thing. In time the larva 
would change into an adult 
wasp. Then it would dig its 
way out of the tarantula bur 
row. Would the wasp be a 
female — another tarantula 
hawk? Perhaps. The End 
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' Dy опачуп, Miary аги 21спеп Fitzgerald 

Can you imagine: summertime with no run any cattle where we stay. 
baseball, swimming, biking or other The roof of our cabin is made of aspen 
kids to play with? No ice-cold lemonade logs covered with dirt and sod. When it 
or ice cream, either! How about no gas, rains hard the roof leaks and muddy 
electricity or running water? That's water runs down inside. 5o our parents 
how we live in the summer. Most people have put more sod on the roof over the 
would think we're crazy, but we like it. years. Now it's about 6 to 12 inches 

Our dad calls us his "Cabin Kids." We (15 to 30 ст) thick. Sagebrush and wild- \ 
spend our summers and lots of weekends flowers grow on the roof, and chipmunks 
during the rest of the year in a one-room scamper all over it. 
log cabin that is 71 years old. The cabin Our mom cooks on an old wood stove 
is located high in the Colorado Rockies in the cabin. We have to haul our drink- 
on a large ranch, but the owners seldom ing water from the nearest town, which 
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Photos Бу J. Perley Fitzgerald 

is 11 miles (18 km) away. A block of ice | | 
is our refrigerator. 

We spend most of our days outdoors 
from sunrise to sunset. There are many 
birds, mammals, clouds and flowers for 
us to enjoy. We also look for pieces of j| my 
arrowheads. Sometimes we find a whole ۱ ۱ 


one. (We've heard there were some Indian 
fights nearby many years ago.) We like to 
play in the small irrigation ditch and the 
hay meadow. Once in a while we go off 
hiking and camping for a few days in 
the mountains nearby. Please turn the page 





Best of all, we get to help our dad. Dad 
is a mammalogist — a scientist who 
studies mammals. We help him study 
prairie dogs and badgers. 

It's really interesting to watch our dad 
weigh a prairie dog and mark it. He 
writes down whether it's a male or female 
and sprays it to kill any fleas. As soon as 
he is through studying it, we let it go. 

We even share our cabin with some 
mammals — little deer mice. Sometimes 
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we catch аз many аз 11 ог 12 of them а 
night in the cabin. If they feel cold we let 
them warm up in the sun a little. Then 
we let them go, into burrows away trom 
the cabin. Lots of them seem to tind 
their way back to our cabin, though. 

Many people wouldn't like to live this 
way, but we do. We have lived in the 
cabin for many summers, and wed 
rather be in the country even if we have 
to do without a lot of things. 
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® We let each prairie dog go 
after Dad has studied it. Dad 
marks each one so Вей know 
which one it is if we catch it 
again. This way of trapping 
animals doesn't hurt them — 
it’s called live-trapping. 


e° When we're not helping Dad 
with his mammal studies, we 
like to look at wildflowers in 
the fields or study the wildlife 
in a stream. Please turn the page 
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e Look at our funny animal- 
bone chairs! Who needs fancy 
furniture when nature gives 
you such neat seats? 


* And who could ask for a 

nicer outdoor artist's "studio" 

than Hillary's? The moun- d m 
tains she's painting are called | "We 
Buffalo Peaks because they < كس‎ 
look like the humps оп i wih 
buffaloes’ backs. 










е Our cabin is a luxury hotel 


for these deer mice. We keep һ 
catching them and letting 
them go at a distance from ۱ 
the cabin. But they'd rather л 
соте Баск and stay with us! 
Piease turn the раде 
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° When fall comes we have 
fun playing in the bales of 
hay on the ranch. We'd like to 
stay at the cabin all year, but 
we have to go back to school. 
Besides, it's hard to get in and 
out for supplies when the 
snow drifts. We're four miles 
[over 6 Em) from the county 
road. We love to visit the 
cabin in winter, though. 


e It’s fun to look for deer, elk, 
coyote, rabbit, mouse and 
bird tracks in the snow. We 
used to find bobcat tracks 
too, but we haven't seen any 





for five years now. au n 

И! 
е Sometimes winter lasts t 
longer here than you might - M نس‎ 
think. One year we had 18 
inches (45 cm) of snow in the | -—" 
first week of June! The End ; ЕТТІ!" 


by Robert Culp 

Have you ever found a four-leaf 
clover? Three-leaf clovers are 
everywhere, of course, but four-leaf 
ones are usually rare. Yet two 
Ranger Rick members, my sons 
Rob and Tom Culp, found 186 
four-leafers! Not in one week or one 
day, but in just ten minutes! 

Rob and Tom discovered a very 
special patch of white clover. It was 
in a park close to our home in 
Denver, Colorado. 

With a quick look the boys found 
the first four-leafer. Then 
they spotted 15 others within 
arm's reach of the first, all in 
about 30 seconds. Rob and 
Tom soon knew this patch 
was full of four-leaf clovers! 

They decided to try to set 
a record. So for exactly ten 
minutes they searched the 
patch. Rob found 106; ют 
found 80. If four-leaf clovers bring 

good luck, these boys certainly will 
have their share! 

Why were all those four-leat 
clovers growing there? What makes 
normal three-leaf clover plants grow 
four leaves? No one knows for sure. 
But some scientists believe it may 
be a number of things: poor, dry 
soil; too much shade; or cold nights 
in spring. If these things happen to 
the right plants, there may be a fan- 
tastic explosion of four-leaf clovers. 


And thats exactly what these two 
lucky Rangers found. 

You too can find four-leaf 
clovers — if you have patience. Go 
out in the morning or evening. The 
leaves will be fully open, lying flat 
and easy to see. Cloudy or rainy 
days are also great for clover- 
hunting. There will be no dark 
shadows to hide the leaves. 

Here's the place to start training 
your eye. The drawing shows a 
patch of clover. How good are you 

at spotting four-leaf clovers? 
Count all you see and check 


your answer on page 38. If 
Q you're right, you can start 


luck 


looking outside. Good luck! 
Rangers: Clover is а едите 
(LEG-yoom), a member of 
the pea family. The roots of 
legumes often are covered 
with lumps. Bacteria in 
these lumps make a chemical that 
helps the plants to grow. 

Farmers often plant clover in 
poor soil because it makes the soil 
richer. They also feed clover to their 
farm animals. And much of our 
honey comes from clover blossoms. 

There are about 300 kinds of 
clover in the world. The best pro- 
ducer of four-leaf plants is the 
common white clover. You can find 
it wherever there are parks or 
lawns: К.К. 
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Ranger Rick and Nis 


Adventure #128 Who Cares About Me? 
by Fred Jonnson 

The sun rose, lighting up the treetops 
in Deep Green Wood. It was such a fine 
morning, Morgan Mockingbird decided to 
fly to the edge of Bigfarm Meadow. Не 
wanted to practice some of the human 
voices he had been trying to imitate. 
First he tried a little girl's voice, then a 
man's. Hmm, not bad, he thought. Next 
he tried to sound like a boy. "Getting 
better all the time," he muttered to 
himself. 

Pleased with himself, Morgan puffed 
out his chest and said aloud, “ГИ go try 
some fancy voices on Sammy Squirrel. 
Hope he's awake." 

Off he flew to Deep Green Wood. He 
perched outside Sammys home апа 
made happy morning sounds. After a 
minute or two Sammy stuck his head 
out and grumbled, "Can't you let a guy 


sleep! I've been up most of the night." 








ends 


“How come?” asked Morgan. 

“Are you kidding? With all that racket 
outside how could anyone sleep? Barking 
and yipping all night long. It was just 
terrible!” 

“I heard it too,” chirped Morgan. “But 1 
didn't let it bother me. What do you sup- 
pose it was?” 

“I don't know,” grumbled Sammy. “But 
it sure made me mad.” He rubbed his 
eyes and began to scramble down his 
tree home. Halfway down he lost his grip 
on the bark and tumbled headfirst into 
the leaves below. He got up, rubbing his 
head. “Just what I need. No sleep and 
now a bump on the head. Let's go see if 
Rick knows what all that noise was." 

Off they went, Morgan flying overhead 
and Sammy, half asleep, stumbling along 
the path. 

Suddenly Sammy tripped over some- 
thing. He heard a small “meow.” Then a 
weak voice said, "Please help me. I'm cold 
and hungry." 





There in the path was а small, wet 
kitten, covered with mud. 

“Look at this, Morgan,” Sammy called 
to his friend. Then he asked the kitten, 
"What happened to you?" 

"The people who owned my brother 
and me dumped us by the edge of the 
road," mewed the kitten. "Then they 
just drove ой. Гт so worried. My brother 
hasn't moved for a long time.” 

Sammy bounded over to the little 
curled-up ball of fur. “He's dead!" he said 
angrily. 

“Who's dead?" asked Cubby Bear as he 
came up the path. 

"This kitten's brother," said Sammy. 
"Thats who" 

Cubby looked so big and fierce that the 
frightened kitten arched her back and 
tried to make a scary hiss. 

"What happened?" asked Cubby. 

After Morgan told Cubby, the bear 
growled, "I'd sure like to fix those people.” 
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“I'm so cold and hungry,” the kitten 
squeaked again, “and all alone now. ` 

“Poor little half pint," said Cubby. Не 
reached down and gently picked the 
kitten up and cradled her in his warm 
furry arms. The kitten snuggled down 
with a soft whispery purr. 

“Let’s take her to Rick,” said Cubby. 
"He'll feed her and hell know what to do 
next." 

When they got to Rick's hollow oak. 
they knocked and called for several 
minutes. 

Finally Rick stuck his head out of 
his tree hole. "What's going on?" he 
mumbled in a sleepy voice. 

"We've brought you a kitten that some 
people left in the woods." said Sammy. 

Rick's sleepy eyes opened wide and he 
scrambled down the tree. 

“Why do people do things like that? 
asked Morgan. 

“Some people can be terribly cruel.” 
said Rick, gently taking the kitten from 
Cubby. “They'll buy а pet because it looks 
small and cute. Then they find out that 
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the animal isn't just a live toy. They may 
get tired of caring for it, or think it's just 
too much trouble. Or they decide to go 
on vacation and don't want to take a pet 
along. Maybe they buy a pet while on 
vacation, and then don't want to take it 
back home. So they just dump it. The 
poor animals have a terrible time finding 
food and shelter. And it's not just cats, 
either." added Rick. "A lot of people 
abandon dogs too. We had a pack of wild 
dogs here in Deep Green Wood last 
night." 

"Wild dogs!" exclaimed Sammy. "50 
that's what the racket was!” 

"They were chasing Davey Deer,” said 
Rick, "but he got away by swimming 
across Shady Pond. He was lucky!” 

"What are wild dogs doing in Deep 
Green Wood?" asked Cubby. 

"Some were pets that were abandoned 
by their owners. Others may still be pets. 
Some owners are careless and just let 
their dogs run wild.” 

"What a rotten thing to do." growled 
Cubby. 

"A lot of the abandoned dogs and cats 
starve to death or get run over by cars. 
The dogs that survive form packs that 
hunt together. Dogs running loose that 
are still pets also cause trouble for 
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3 wildlife. Sometimes they seem to kill just 
for excitement!” 

١ While they were talking they heard the 
| 





pack ol dogs again. The dogs were com- 
ing closer and closer. 

Suddenly there they were! The dogs 
crashed through the bushes and headed 
for the little group. They were wild-eyed 
and their faces looked mean. 

The friends scattered in panic. Sammy 

| shot up a tree. Cubby stuffed himself 

| into a hollow log so only his nose and 

eyes could be seen. Morgan simply flew 

away. 

| Rick had only one choice. He headed 

| back up his tree, holding the kitten in 

| his mouth. 

The dogs surrounded Rick's tree, bark- 

‚ ing, leaping and snapping. They circled 
around and around. They jumped at 
Rick but couldn't reach him. Finally they 
moved away and crouched down in some 
bushes. They'd get Rick when he came 
down. Rick watched them. He knew what 

| they were ир to. 

After a while Sammy, feeling brave, 
began to throw nuts at the dogs. A large 
nut hit one dog on the nose. With a snarl 
it broke from the bushes and headed for 
Sammy $ tree. 

Just as the other dogs began to follow, 
the animals heard voices coming down 
the path. 
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Drawings by Lonn Thompson 


"Dogs! Dogs!" said a man. "They've got 
a coon up a tree." 

"Let's scare them away!” called a girl. 

"Get a stick," said a boy. 

"Hurry! Hurry!” said the man. 

Leaves rustled and small bushes shook. 
The dogs stopped barking and looked 
toward the voices. 

Seeing his chance, Cubby squeezed out 
of his hole and grabbed a big stick. He 
threw it as hard as he could at the dogs. 
Sammy kept pelting them with nuts. 

“Hurry!” said the man again. 

The dogs took off. 

“Whew!” said Rick, coming down the 
tree with the kitten still in his mouth. 71 
thought we'd never get down from that 
tree! Those people really scared them.” 

“They sure did,” said Sammy, looking 
down the path. “But where did the 
people go? I don't see anyone." 

“You can see me!” shouted Morgan, fly- 
ing down to land beside Rick. “J am the 
people! Pretty good, wasn't 12” 

“You!” cried Sammy. “Wow! Thanks, 
Morgan. That was neat!” 

“Гуе been practicing make-believe 
human voices for weeks,” said Morgan. 
“My voices came in handy today, didn't 
they? Bet those dogs won't come around 
here again.” 

“They may not bother us again,” said 
Rick, "but we cant be sure. Tm going to 
talk to Ranger Tom about those wild 
dogs. Hell see that the pack is removed 
from Deep Green Wood. Then Im going 
to ask him to find a home for this little 
kitten . . . a good home where shell be 
loved and cared for." 

"I think I'll purr,” said the kitten. 

The End 
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"Vb HORTLY after sundown, Lily, а 
ФЫЙ? mother skunk, set out to search 
for food. Usually she waited until almost 
dark before leaving the hollow log that 
was her den. But this evening her babies 
woke early from their nap, wiggling and 
squealing. They had been kept in the 
nest long enough. It was time for them to 
see the world outside. 

So off they went, Lily in the lead, her 
six babies following her. They all looked 
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exactly alike ав they waddled along іп 
single file. The babies were much smaller 
than Lily, of course. But their soft black 
fur had streaks of white on the sides just 
like Lily's. Their little eyes were bright 
and they carried their bushy tails 
straight up like banners. They were very 
handsome. 

The baby skunks had been born blind 
and hairless just six weeks before. Even 
then each one had had a faint black and 
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white striped pattern of hair showing оп near a blackberry bush and started to 


its pink skin. Like all mother skunks, 


eat. Before long the babies joined her. 


Lily had raised them by hersell. Her mate When she had eaten her fill, Lily moved 
had left before the babies were born. He on. Again her babies followed single file, 


never returned. Now Lily alone had to tails up. 
teach her young how to hunt for food. 
The little family was a funny sight. 


At a tree stump Lily stopped again. She 
began to dig. The babies watched her. 


Their short legs and flat feet made them Soon they too began to dig. They had 
sway from side to side as they walked. found some beetles. Insects were one of 
They stopped often to sniff and poke at their favorite foods. They liked all 
strange new things. Finally Lily stopped kinds — ants, cutworms — even yellow 
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jackets and wasps! They were fond of mice 
too. Once, when Lily had lived under a 
farmer's barn, she had caught so many 
mice the farmer said she was better than 
any Cat. 

Lily was thirsty so she led her little 
family to a nearby stream. They all drank 
but didn't try to swim, although they 
could swim if they needed to. After they 
drank they dabbled in the water. The 
moon was shining brightly now. The 
little skunks could see well in the soft 
light. They caught minnows with their 
paws and sometimes splashed each other. 
The babies were so busy playing they did 
not hear their mother give a low growl. A 
fox had come to the stream to drink. But 
the minute it saw Lily it left in a hurry. It 
knew those bold black and white stripes 
meant trouble. Lily and her babies had 
the stream to themselves. 

Lily decided her young had stayed by 
the stream long enough. She whistled 
softly. They lined up again and began to 
stroll along slowly. Suddenly Lily stopped 
and sniffed the air. Out of the woods 
ahead rushed a dog. It began to bark. 
The dog had never seen a skunk before. 


. It was curious about these black and 


white creatures. 

Lily wasn't a bit frightened as the dog 
came toward her. There was no need to 
run. She stood squarely in the dog's 
path. She lowered her head and arched 
her back. Then she thumped the ground 
with her forepaws, warning the dog to be 
on its way. Instead the dog came closer. 

It was time to spray! Like all skunks 
Lily had two glands at the base of her 
tail. The glands made a liquid that was 
very strong and had a terrible odor. She 
used the liquid to spray enemies. Anyone 
who has smelled it never forgets it! In 


fact Lily didn't like the smell herself. She 
always tried not to get it on her fur or in 
her den. 

Now Lily twisted her body to the side 
with her head turned toward her tail. 
That way she could see the dog and aim 
at it. The dog was eight feet (2.4 m) away. 
but Lily's spray hit it right in the face. 
Howling, the dog leaped into the air. 
Then it bounded off as fast as it could 
go. That dog would know never to bother 
a skunk again! 

It was almost dawn. The last stars were 
fading from the sky. Soon the moon 
would set. Lily turned her little brood 
around. It was time to head for home. 
The babies moved slowly and stopped 
often to sniff things. Finally Lily began 
to scold them. She wanted to get to the 
safety of the den. They had been lucky 
that no great horned owls had seen 
them. In spite of the skunks' spray, the 
owls prey on them. 

Lily hurried her babies along. When 
they finally reached the den the tired 
little ones curled up close to their mother. 
Soon their night's adventures were for- 
gotten. Lily and her six babies were fast 
asleep. The End 


Illustrations by Diane Paterson from Skunk far a Day by Roger Caras. Illustrations 
conven (Ej 1976 by Diane Paterson. Reprinted by permission of the publisher, E. P 
Dutt 
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О. Ном do vou keep а skunk 
from smelling? А. Hold its 
nose. 


О. Where do skunks go to 
college? А. Р.О. 


О. What did the judge say ۱ 
when the skunk walked into 
the courtroom? A. Odor in 
the court. Jeff Dunlap 
Champaign, IL 


О. Where do skunks watch 
cartoons? A. On a color 


smellivision. John Hochheimer 
Hollywood, CA 


SKUNK RIDDLES 





Q. How many friends does a 
skunk have? A. Very phew. | 


О. Where does a skunk go 
strolling? A. Anywhere she 


pleases! Stephanie Stone 
Vienna, VA 


WHO AMI? 

[ sometimes have stripes TONGUE TWISTER 

and don't smell so good. A skunk sat on a stump. 

You can find me in swamps The stump thunk 

Orin the deep wood. the skunk stunk, ور‎ 
and the skunk thunk FF ® 


I don't look like the creature the stump stunk. 


That shares my name — 

Only my odor 

Is the same. 

Do you know who Гат? 
2504902 yunys чатзиу 


5КОМК РОЕМ 
There was а voung man from the citv, 
Who saw a black and white kittv. 
Beside her he sat. 
And soon after that. 
He buried his clothes. What a pitv! 


Answer to Clover Hunt on page 29: There аге 
8 four-leaf clovers. (Did you spot the 2 five-leaf 
clovers? No? Go back and look again.) 











TOAD STONES 





by Joan Bransfield Graham 
These toads are rocks 
with bumpy eyes, 
Try chunks of branches on for size. 
Acorns look terrific, too. 
Put them on with tacky glue. 
The smiles are stems 
from plants and leaves. 
Seeds for noses, if you please. 
Use different things, you will see — 
Each toad has personality! 
Making toads is so much fun, 
۲۱۱ bet that you can’t make 
just one! 
Photo by Robert L. Dunne 
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DISCOVER THE TREES by Jerry Соме. Do you 
know what tree can help your toothache? Or which 
one has knees? Entertaining text and charming illus- 
trations give you the answers to these and many other 
questions about the fascinating world of trees. 96 
pages, 624" x 812", ages 8-12. 

63907-2GH Non-members ..........................$85.95 

63907GH MEMBERS’ PRICE ................$4,75 


DRAW 50 DINOSAURS AND OTHER PREHIS- 
TORIC ANIMALS by Lee J. Ames. Easy step-by-step 
instructions show how to draw the fierce Tyranno- 
saurus, huge Brachiosaurus and 48 more dinosaurs 
that wandered to earth in ages long past in this won- 
derful book of playtime fun. 62 pages, 9” x 12%” 


all ages. 
67207-2GH Non-members ..........................$ 6.95 
67207GH MEMBERS’ PRICE ................$5.55 


TOY BOOK by Steve Caney. Do you know how to 
make a water lens or a sun dial? A barometer or a 
donut bird feeder? You'll find out how to make these 
and many other fun and educational toys in this 
delightful paperback book. Great for rainy day enter- 
tainment! 
176 pages, 9” x 814", all ages. 
63023-2GH Non-members ............................$3.95 
630230611 MEMBERS’ PRICE ................. $3.15 


А CHILD’S BOOK OF BIRDS Бу Kathleen М. Daly. 
Beautiful drawings — many іп full-color — illustrate 
this small child's guide to the birds to be seen in gar- 
den, yard, field or wood. Here are familiar birds of all 
sizes and shapes, from the tiny hummingbird to soft 
silent owls. 44 pages, 4/2” x 842", ages 3-7. 
67270-2GH Non-members ........................$5.95 
67270GH MEMBERS’ PRICE ...............$4.75 
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SNIPS & SNAILS & WALNUT WHALES by Phyllis 
Fiarotta. Over 100 delightful nature crafts for chil- 
dren are explained and illustrated in this fascinating 
book of playtime fun. Bird feeders and mobiles, wal- 
nut animals and apple-head puppets, and much more 
is included. 286 pages, 9” x 8", all ages. 

64193-2GH Non-members ....................... ...$5.95 

64193 СН MEMBERS’ PRICE ................$4.75 


GIANT ANIMALS by Howard Е. Smith. Imagine а 
worm twenty-two feet long? Or a clam as big as a 
suitcase? They really do exist, and this lively, illus- 
trated book tells all about them, and many other huge 
creatures that inhabit the world. 59 pages, 974” x 
734", ages 6-10. 

67252-2GH Non-members ..........................$6.95 

67252GH MEMBERS’ PRICE ............... $5.55 


DINOSAURS—A РОР-ОР BOOK. Тһе mysterious 
and fascinating world of prehistoric beasts is pictured 
in striking and unusual three dimensional pop-up pic- 
tures that will entertain children as they learn about 
the creatures that lived on earth ages ago. 734" x 
1034 ", all ages. 

64157-2GH Non-members ..........................84.95 

64157GH MEMBERS’ PRICE ...............$3.95 


THE POP-UP ANIMAL FAIR. Children will love 
these delightful and fanciful three-dimensional pop-up 
pictures that show "Two kangaroos making stews" 
and "Three wise owls sewing towels" and more in this 
colorful and fun-filled counting book. 734" x 1034", 


all ages. 
64166-2GH Non-members ..........................$4.95 
64166GH MEMBERS’ PRICE ........... .....$3.95 


Canadian Residents — When ordering please indicate book title and number. Add 856 postage. Duty is payable 
upon delivery. Send your order to National Wildlife Federation, 1412 16th Street, М. W., Washington, D.C. 20036 





1١ 





uf | | " | 
(м 





by М. М. Ronsman 


| UPERMAN has a big S оп 
his chest, Batman has a 
bat, and Spiderman has his 
spider. But the meadowlark 
has a big black V on its breast. 
[ like to think it's a V for Victory — for 
this bird really has a success story. 
The meadowlark, you see, is one of the 
few birds that live in more parts of North 
America today than before European 


settlers arrived. That's because there are 
more good places for meadowlarks to live. 
As people settled parts of North 
America, they cut down many forests to 
clear land for farms. This destroyed the 
homes of many animals, but helped 
other animals, such as meadowlarks, 
which like to live in fields and meadows. 
This, of course, is how the bird got the 
“meadow” part of its name. The “lark” 


"Chow time" is nearly all the time for baby meadowlarks. What's on the menu? Insect pests. 
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Photos by Ron Austing (41); Fb Alsop, Виса Coleman, Inc.; Jahn Tveten 


was added because some meadowlarks 
can sing as beautifully as European 
larks do. But meadowlarks aren't true 
larks at all. Despite their bright yellow 
throats and breasts, meadowlarks belong 
to the same family as blackbirds. 

There are two kinds of meadowlarks in 
North America — the eastern and the 
western. In the Midwest and Mexico both 
kinds are found. 

The funny thing is, the eastern and 
western meadowlarks look like twins! 
Only an expert can tell them apart — 
except when they start to sing. The east- 
ern meadowlark has a clear whistle, 
see-you, see-yeer. But the western 
meadowlark is a superstar when it comes 
to singing. It sings a flutelike, bubbling 
song of seven to ten notes. Both birds 
usually sing from a fence post — the 


highest perch in a treeless meadow. 


Eastern and western meadowlarks are 
common. And it's not just because there 
are more meadows today. Meadowlarks 
have always been good at hiding their 
nests and raising families. 

First the male tries hard to attract a 
mate. He struts about in front of a female 
with his bill pointed to the sky. The male 


. also flashes the white part of his tail and 


fluffs out his bright yellow chest with its 
black V. Sometimes the male meadowlark 
fans his wings and springs from the 
ground as part of the show. (He does this 
not only to impress the female but also to 
scare away other male rivals.) At times 
two males will even fight over a female. 

When the birds have paired off as 
mates, it's time for nest building. The 
female almost always takes charge. Usu- 
ally she looks first for a bowl-shaped hol- 
low in the ground — maybe the hoof- 
print of a cow. 
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This young meadowlark won't have yellow 
feathers and a big.black V until next spring. 





Putting a beakful of grass here, 
another there, she starts several nests at 
once. Soon she picks the one she likes 
best and uses her beak to fix it up. She 
scratches in the soil and arranges the 
pieces of grass. 

Then she bends grasses and other 
plants over the bowl-shaped hollow. She 
adds blades of dead grass to weave a 
round "roof" over the nest — all the better 
to protect the meadowlark's eggs from 
sun, rain and predators! 


Please turn rhe page 
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Photos by George H. Harrison; Азап С. Nelson/Animals Animals 


By the time the nest is finished, you 
can hardly see it. Looking for the 
meadowlarks themselves does not always 
help. The brown and white streaks on 
their backs help them blend in with the 
sun-speckled grasses. And sometimes the 
birds use a secret covered passageway in 
the grass to go to and from the nest. 

All these nest-hiding tricks help protect 
meadowlarks and their young from their 
enemies: skunks, weasels, raccoons, 
snakes, crows, hawks and owls. But 
sometimes grazing cows or sheep step on 
the hidden nests by mistake. And worst 
of all, farmers can't see where the nests 
are when they mow their fields. 





A meadowlark often sings from a fencepost 
as he keeps an eye on his territory. After 
catching insects for hours in a dusty 

field, it's time for a bath (below). 


Many birds are killed, but many more 
survive. That's good, because the 
meadowlarks are really the farmers' 
friends. Many of the insects that 
meadowlarks eat are pests that farmers 
are glad to get rid of. A meadowlark 
nestling can gulp down as many as 300 
small mashed grasshoppers a day. But 
the meadowlarks arent picky — theyll 
eat plenty of beetles, bugs, caterpillars 
and cutworms too. 

So it's a good thing there are so many 
meadowlark families out there. And it's 
nice to know that people have helped 
to make more places where meadowlarks 
like to live. 

Next time youre in a meadow, watch 
where you walk. Look and listen for the 
bird with the big V. The End 
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А VERY 
SPECIAL 
COLT 


by Dorcas MacClintock 

b UNLIGHT filters through green-leafed 
branches. Tails swish at flies and 
hooves stamp. Late on this summer 
morning Vinnie the colt lies flat on his side. 
He wakes from his nap and raises his head. 
Shoving his long forelegs in front of his body, 
















he gives a push with his hindlegs and gets up. 


He arches his fuzzy-maned neck and pulls his 
chin to his narrow chest. One hindleg pushes 
straight out behind him, then the other. How 
good it feels to stretch! 

After a shake he walks over to his mother 
and butts his forehead against her side. 
Sultana turns to nuzzle her colt. Snatching at 
one of her two milk-swollen teats, Vinnie 
suckles. His small brush of a tail flicks rapidly 
from side to side. 


FINNIE belongs to the herd of Przewalski 
(Prez-VAHL-skee) horses at the Bronx 
Zoo in New York City. Vinnie is two 
weeks old. He tags at his mothers side. He 
ducks at a shadow and once again when a 
butterfly flits by. 

Przewalski horses are the last truly wild 
horses on earth. In the western United States 
the horses that run wild are descended from 
horses that were once tame. They had es- 
caped from humans or were turned loose. But 
Przewalski horses have never been tamed. 

Przewalski horses once roamed throughout 
the plains of Asia. As civilization grew, the 
wild horses were crowded into remote places. 
Finally only a few wild herds remained. 
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After thousands of years most people did 
not know that any wild horses were left. But 
100 years aqo a Russian explorer, Nicolai 
Przewalski, discovered these last wild horses. 
They lived in the rugged deserts and moun- 
tains of Mongolia and northwestern China. 

These horses were small and sturdy апа 
had tan coats. Along the top of their necks 
dark brown manes stood up, stiff as brushes. 
Down their backs ran a brown stripe. Their 
lower legs and tails were black. Always on the 
move, the horses searched for grass and 
coarse shrubs. Sometimes food was so 
scarce that they dug with their hooves to un- 
cover the bulbs of plants. 

Imagine the excitement that the discovery 
of these "new" horses created in Europe! 
Explorers set out to look for them, but the 
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horses were hard to find. One animal collec- 
tor, Carl Hagenbeck, brought 34 to Hamburg, 
Germany. Most of the Przewalski horses in 

_ 2005 today, including Vinnie, are descended 
from those Hagenbeck horses. 


ЕС even іп Mongolia the wild horses 
are crowded by man. There are very 
few, if any, still alive in the wild. But in 
zoos and parks there are about 300 Przewalski 
horses. By careful breeding, scientists hope to 
keep the last of the wild horses from dying 
out. Perhaps one day some of these zoo 
horses can be returned to a sanctuary in 
Mongolia. Then these wild horses will run 
free again. 

Right now the horses in the Bronx Zoo have 
sleek, short-haired summer coats. When fall 
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Never tamed by man, Przewalski horses ran 
free in the barren wilds of Mongolia. 


comes, longer and thicker hair will replace the 
horses summer coats. By winter Vinnie and 
the other horses will be shaggy. Thick beards 
and bushy tails will protect them from cold 
winds and snow. 

Standing head to tail, two horses nibble at 
each others necks, shoulders and backs — 
places that are hard to reach. Their teeth re- 
move dirt and loose hairs. This grooming 
feels good. 

As Sultana plucks on clumps of grass, Vin- 
nie nibbles along her neck, pulling the hairs 
on her mane. Soon he will be old enough to 
groom with the other horses in the herd. 


АС? ULTANA is the herd’s lead mare. One of 
% the other mares, forgetting her rank, 
moves ahead of her. In a flash, 
Sultana's ears are back and her long yellow 
teeth are bared. This threat gives Sultana first 
chance at the hay. Sometimes, when ears and 
teeth are not enough warning, Sultana 
wheels, squeals or kicks at another mare. 

Master and protector of the herd is Bert, the 
stallion and Vinnie’s father. Much of the time 
he stands apart from his mares, as though on 
guard. Then, head high and tail swishing, he 
whinnies and trots toward the herd. He circles 
them to bunch them together. If the mares are 
slow to move, he flattens his ears and lowers 
his head to hurry them along. 

Bert's herd is growing larger. Vinnie is not 
the only foal. He has a playmate. Roberta, a 
filly just five days older, wanders over to touch 
noses. She spins about and gallops off. Vinnie 
chases her until they are tired. When they 
stop, it is naptime again. This time, as Vinnie 
flops to the ground, Sultana moves near to 
stand and doze. Her body casts a shadow that 
protects her colt from the hot sun. The End 
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